TRAVELLING   IN   THE   DESERT

darkness. The search party, however, brought back
a few garments picked up along the road, which the
thieves had evidently dropped in their hurry when
the alarm was given. Our escort, a soldier from
Beridjik, was sent back to the town to notify the
Government officials of the robbery. In a short
time the governor of the place rode out with six or
seven other officials, all evidently much disturbed in
their minds lest they should get into disgrace for
allowing any harm to come to a European caravan.
The first thing the governor did was to send for the
head-man of the village and have him bound and
beaten. I was so sorry for the poor man, who had
a flowing white beard. I could not bear to witness
his beating, so retired to the tent, and tried to shut
out the sound as well as the sight of the old man's
sufferings. As a matter of fact I do not think the
beating was a very severe one, but the victim made
the most of it.

This proving of no avail, they all set out for the
neighbouring villages, and spent the whole of that
day and the next scouring the country for the thieves,
returning each day at sunset and renewing the search
early next morning. My husband accompanied them
the first day, and was very much amused by the beha-
viour of some of the villagers at sight of the officials.
At some villages they would find nothing but women,
the men all having fled at the news that soldiers
were coming. They found plenty of other stolen
goods buried in the ground of the huts, but none of
our belongings. In one village a man confidentially
whispered to one of the soldiers that he knew where
the stolen goods were. On being told to lead the
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